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I. perspectives 


Opening 


Torn from in me a mouth 
Sealed by too much solitude, 
A tongue loosed to motion 
That had dried to its palate. 
You may not want 

This thankless responsibility; 
Think only of the need. 
Sunflake confetti floats 

From the third balcony, 

The more persuasive for the 
Energy it gathers on the way. 
Bluebirds cadge each particle 
That settles to earth; 

Pelicans spear airborne others. 
Lightshowers splinter on 
Burly boys' breastplates, 
Glancing off sweat: 

Here is more of beauty 

Than in all that 

Sunsets can distill. 

A grain of silicon encodes 

A fragment of eternity; 

But should a hand reach out 
To touch, it takes 

The measure of what is 

And speaks beyond articulation. 


Flip Side 


I decline to withdraw my dream: 
I believe in jellyfish, 

Elfin scrims through which, 

As they agitate in the Gulf, 

Life carries on in full view; 

In faded beach umbrellas, 

Pale against the sand, gracing 
The pink stucco distance; and in 
Wind surfers--I anticipate 

Their reckless brown bodies, 
Taut at implausible angles, 
Flying before the wind 

When that seems least likely, 
Because we most need daring 
Whenever the gorge of prudence 
Rises to clog our windpipes. 


So fly with irrelevance, 

And taste the savor of a wave, 
And put the pink hotel, beach 
Umbrellas, and jellyfish into 
Perspective; breathe clean air 
And grapple with the sun, or ride 
A dolphin's back, or penetrate 

A pelican's sagacious eye. 


Spring Melody 


Fire notes’ syncopations flare 
Along the river's golden staff, 
Leap June-bright free in freshets, 
Grace notes blown by spirits 
Through spring's so singular days 
In melody livelier than 
Imagination could ever summon. 


In the clear light beyond 

A housing project's sooty brick 
An Italian grandmother spreads 
Her skirt to the sun, Sicily 

In her memories of fiercer suns 
In small town streets: 

Filaments of quiet thought. 


We've listened for daisies and 
Narigolds, licks improvised 
Soaring from a licorice stick, 

Lips and tongue caressing spring-- 
Air pure raspberry ice, 

Clear as tropic waters, 

As beach's searing white-- 

Fights of fancy embedded 

In melody dancing on the river. 


Deaf Child Zone 


In a zone where gold and magenta clamor 
Are muted to gray and slate blue, 

Where petals whisper from bud to bloom; 
In a zone of deaf children 

Where lightning bolts thunder as dully 
As shifts of snowmass off a gable, 

What must it be to be always in silence: 
To inhabit the stillness of deep woods 
Even amid a din of splashing children, 

To speak one’s intimacies on fingers, 

And tell tolled bells-- 

Gathering spring light over Vermont, 
Composing tonal green clarities-- 

In shell waves of air on April mornings? 


Dinner Hour 


The small braveries of life 

Which elicit no notice-- 

No rare disease, no rise from poverty-- 
Are cloaked by windblown hair, 

A straw hat caught casually 

In long-nailed fingers, 

A shy smile of satisfaction 

For the pastry bought 

To end a solitary meal 

And, after its purchase, retreat-- 

A little embarrassed-- 

To light a dusty lamp 

In the silence of a small space 

To summon the god of lonely lives 
To witness a stoicism 

No one ever chooses to embrace. 


Cottonwood Cafe 


Rotogravured memories flank surreal 
Steer horns and mercury-peeled mirrors: 
Chicken-fried steak, big mess of okra, 
And friends grown prominent. . . better 
Begin again--with a frozen margarita-- 
Make "friends" acquaintances, and me 
In a purple gloom declining. .. . 

"It's called a studio, but it's like 

A one-bedroom, really; huge." I guess 
Huge too is the direction of a Jesuit 
Province--deploying Christ's "soldiers"-- 
But I'm studying these little bullets 

Of fried okra and--like a knee-dropped 
Blanket--subsiding in the West Village 
But buoyed by friends' success ("why can't 
My book," as Thomas Merton prayed-- 
Or poem--some small pennant to signal 
"Still afloat"), like the gravy on these 
Lumpy potatoes, while TV anchormen, 
Provincials, and scholars grow lives 

In beneficent light and I schuss down 

A shadowed mountain to a valley 
Below the batter crisping off this steak 
And chew, and chew, and speculate. 


Loneliness of the Palm 


Workers funnel into Nassau Street 
Like fronds into the palm's heart; 
A clavicle's effrontery sets off 

The street punk's unstudied grace. 


Maybe I'll drive right by him; 
I could flash my smile-disguise-- 
Then hit the accelerator. 


The rhododendron is under restraint 
For threatening the jardiniere; 

The small boy has been enjoined 

To color within the lines. 


l agitate the arid palm fronds. 
They give back a death rattle 
Instead of a sibilant sigh. 


Handel's Zadok rouses the blood: 
Palm fronds rustle; even rocks 
Stir. But in offices the stir 

only unsettles ages of dust. 


If I should bolt into the offices 
To accuse them, they would 
Knit their brows, nonplussed. 


In the loft an organist picks out 

A melodic line; ancient oak stalls 
Draw round, glowing in dawn light 
Through the stained glass. 


No se puede vivir sin amar 


Waves crash, then fade to innuendoes 
Too faint to unriddle; obsidian 
Fingers probe the wall of time, 
Thunder against the mystery 

Of a world too daunted by change 

To conceive the warm heart. 


Fastidious in white linen, a sardonic, 
Self-loathing man shouts Shakespeare 
With asperity into the roaring surf, 
Against drought-dried fronds 
Disputes his lot in a voice swamped 
By the surf's painful clarity. 


Rage sears his eyes, focuses memory 
Of love withered, wanting rain. 
Tears film the dust of his soul, 

Slake no need--only unsettle 
Despair sere with recognition: 

No se puede vivir . . . sin amar. 


inset map 


laconic imperturbable July 
indifferent to conceit 
transparency of a vacation paperback 
trite dialog of bees 

pollen yellowing green squander 
scones baking on a teflon sky 

a world diminished, constricted, 
cured of mystery 

undone. .. so many... undone... 
the pursuit is individual truth: 
reinvent truth 

invent a strategy for pursuit 

rivet its provisos to the psyche 
(in zero gravity things tend 

to float away) 

then stave down the invaders 


they will. . . they've snatched so many. .. 


look into the eyes. . . 

the presidential news conference 
look into the eyes. . . 

undone: I know you know but I 
like you (cropped tank tops, 
burnished thighs' distraction) 
am programmed to forget 


Electric Blue 


bright blue cover-eyes 

heavy lids 

bright Mr. Electric Blue eyes 
hot/cool shutting out screaming 
jagged light 


dancer neck-sock 

hunker-down 

wrapped through white light 
through endless winter dreaming 
daynight 


get roughed get down 

downtown 

shutting out crazy-glue busyboys streaming 
grayclod psychobabble 

twilight 


steal off nightflight 

dim light 

din-train rumble-track scheming 
docktime home shine 

sweet light 
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Annals of Commerce #l 


"time no longer finds any place 
through which to pass" --Marguerite Duras 


Summer and winter, still under the nibbled moon 
(Candied lemon piquant with sugared crunch), 
Christ, the Paraclete perched in His hand, 

Keeps silent counsel. But is Wyckoff wiser, 

More serene? And the moon's chewed rim-- 
What savor drips from it onto the Sacred Heart? 
Why must a man drag dead legs behind crutches? 
What prompts the youth to flaunt his sweaty torso? 
What is the cost of time, and where might one 
Purchase it if the price were right? Leaning, 

Like penitent to confessor, the Arab and the 
Broker, so congenial, see profit in each other 
(Ticker, overhead, flashes: IBM.20s 2 1/4). "I know 
There's money": son of a prince. "A certain 

Sum would grease the sluice." And yes, and yes, 
And yes. It's no effort to build dreams the 
Solidity of structures designed by Roebling; 

And for the flattery of being taken at face value 
To pick up the tab proves sufficient-- 

While Jesus and the Dove stand unblinking, 
Their vision too keen to waver, and still; 

But time no longer passes--and never will. 


11 


Cold White Heat 


In the city of cruel dreams, 

The city cruel to dreams, 

He'll tailor fantasies to suit. 
Survival is his dream, 

Not to ask beyond today 

His strategy, style and self-esteem 
His stock in trade. 

He's earned the hardest way 
The gold chain at his neck, 

The nugget on his finger; 

Gold lights nice, he knows, 
Against soft, sun-smoked skin, 
Long, warm blonde hair. 

His vigor defies indifference; 
Calculation is in his clothes 

To cause caught breath, 
Wariness, hardened by cynicism, 
In eyes that seem to flash 

"So what?" to good or bad luck, 
Yet turn vulnerable in distress. 


So this blonde stud struts 

The Upper East Side, bolts pizza 
With evident lack of relish 

At a 59th Street gyro joint. 

Cocky, in his arrogance 

He allows himself a gesture 
Toward a weary, flustered woman: 
"Wanna sit here? I don' mind." 
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After, he breezes onto Third as if 
He owned it, white sweatshirt cut 
To the shoulder, crotch-hug Levi's, 
White hi-tops: a pose to taunt 

An East Side matron bored 

With shopping, more bored with life, 
In need of someone with no taboos, 
No inhibitions, to carry affairs 
Beyond her atrophied imagining-- 
For which he'll earn golden favors, 
Flatteries which make him smile 
And turn his blue eyes colder. 
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Two Men on a Roof 


The express from Albany ratchets toward 
Grand Central over cratered streets; 
Towers of St. John the Divine chafe 

Slate air above the few withered trees 
Which heave from broken pavement. 
People clamber in debris; behind 

The curtained windows of tenements 
Stunted life acts out its charade, 

Its necessary fiction of purpose. 


On the walls of uptown co-ops 

At the bronze hour paintings shimmer 
In fluid explosions of color. 

Jaded palates are piqued by martinis 
And runny-rich cheese. It is the hour 
Of desultory wit, of gossip served 

As conversation. Unobtrusive lighting 
Flatters faces, showers muted walls. 
Time, drained of weight, floats away. 


Silhouetted against August's brass sky 
Two middle-aged men draw chairs 
Across a Bronx rooftop. Odors taint 
The air; yet even here men dream: 
Recollections of well-shaped hips, 

The firmness of youthful breasts, 
Evoke reflection. As a breeze stirs 

The haze begins to lift; 

The city inhales--again hopes. 
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Dinner in Tribeca 


The downtown restaurant begins to swell 
With the muffled ring of wine glasses; 
The neon-haloed clockface whispers 
Reassurances to patrons at the bar 

As cocktail shakers, distant thunder, 
Usher in a weather front. 


The maitre d' rebuffs the presumptuous 
While the beautiful people sip their wine; 
The gluttonous mayor edges nearer his brush 
With the Heimlich Maneuver; the restaurant 
Resonates to the ring of glasses; cutlery 
Scrapes on white bistro china as truffles 
Wink at wise diners from the plat du jour. 


For all we know it's winter in the kitchen, 

A blizzard howling through the saute pans, 
While an angular giantess appraises entrees, 
Sidling cranelike between tables, 

Brought up abruptly by the kitchen doors. 


From the marquee, magenta neon splashes 
The metallic facade. The mayor tosses off 
His wine as the room erupts with a din 

Of glasses; the crowd exhales content. 
"How'm I doin'?" caroms from behind 

The dessert cart as banalities of the 
Glitterati ricochet off ceiling fans. 
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The Good Old Summertime 


First crape myrtle flares; 
Summer yaws: hint of the past, 
Scent of recollection. 

Searing June's sparrow eye 
Darts between pulsing heat bands 
Into pockets of shadow. 

Along the bronzed, barebacked 
Beachfront, cyclers cruise 
Sweatdrip slow. All's caught 
In an instant: sand castles 

Pose no quiddities. 

Passion, batter-thick, 

Clots veins, opens sluices, 
Hunts a venue where heat 

Can persist to bitter-sweet 
Climax without salt sting's 
Blinding binding. 

In threes teen fancy is 

For bravado--knows no one's 
Being analytic. Eye open 

All weathers seeks 

And will not be deterred: 
Click-click, connect, fall away. 
Sparrow says his say 

But, hey, in June 

It asserts oftener than logic-- 
The promenade of instinct-- 
Muscles taut with torsion 

For the brass ring. 
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Beach Scene 


Scouring the seashore from a cloudless sky 

The sun sidesteps dunes to poke and probe; light 
Caroms off strewn towels, their colors bright 
Against the sand, by breezes tossed awry; 
Glances off surfers, bodies brown and dry, 
Chugging deep mouthfuls of ice-cold delight, 
Skimming along the crest of waves' tossed height, 
Swaying to rock'n'roll's impulsive cry. 

A day in June: nothing to think about, 

Nothing to do--just kick back and enjoy. 


Brightness foreshadows more bright days, no doubt: 


Hot sun, high surf, warm breeze, and girl and boy 
Coiled upon a towel in the dunes-- 
Wherever June air whispers lovers’ tunes. 


17 


To Outsprint Time 


The arced strand 

smoothed by tumbril waves 
stretches unscarred 

its past expunged 

a tabula rasa at each outsweep 
a sand glass sleeked 

to catch the moon 

at mischief with the tide 

and set the stars 

in a necklace of firefly-flash 

as each wonder-scattering wash draws 
then thunders its again 

its always 

until time when stars reel 

and sand upheaves 

to roil oceans in confusion. 

A young man 

naked to its cadmium fire 
caught in waveflight 

skin charged with salt zest 


hurtles before the moon to outsprint time 


shake off constraints 

and splinter sand-shimmer 

which the conspiring sea absolves 
as long as legs and breath 

and kite string tethered to the moon 
sustain. 
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Flight (Carolina) 


Ribbons of vermilion thread 
molten copper; dusk's averted 
cheek assimilates explosive force, 
transmutes its fire to mystery. 


plunged in our oceans 
entranced by our suns 
trapped in our progress 
enslaved by 

blinkered norms: 

dazed flies in shuttered rooms 


old men doze in a sun-parched court; 
young man kites a storm-fractured sky 
buoyed, his spirit impelled through pitch-- 
lightning-charged, ingesting fire. 


empty our oceans 
extinguish our suns 
render us process 
transmuted to 

golden flash 

off waters of the mind 
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Moonwatch 


Sometime, when I haven't been watching, 
A moon's been installed in my window: 
Convenient when a romantic impulse is wanted-- 
Diffuse, soft focus--palely loitering. 

I don't know when it was installed 

But I'm grateful; it will prove useful 

To explain lapses into lunacy 

To have its cause--or inspiration--at hand: 
Just turn my head a bit and, voila! my muse, 
Akimbo, in a small pane hovering-- 

But (chaste maid) unlikely as illusion; 
More a fence scrambler snagged on sky. 
You know I daren't varnish truth 

For some slide down reality's sheer face: 
It wouldn't do to silver planes 

To make glib the inchoate moment. 
Instead, I'd toss it at the moon, 

Watch it drip down cool white arcs-- 

Or the orb ingest it, amoeba-like-- 

Then pass on to lose itself in space, 
Dangling window and me pendant. 
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5 a.m. blues 


jazz man late at a table 

jazz man crumples over table 
crushed butt end of an evening 
wails the end of too many dreams 
smoke filament weaves 

blues for butt-end nights 
tentacles of rhythm probe 

into a past of plagues 

lift veils of voodoo 

dances with serpents-- 

this jazz man plays 

not dreams 

clarinets don't weave dreams 
but cry real sweet 

weep suffering 

jazz man slides low over table 
shame's shadow looms 
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Anxiety 


The sun, a scarlet weld, 
Flares at the horizon; 
Crimson striations pulse 
As they radiate, 

Then ebb to lavender. 


A cat mouses in the field, 
Slinks beneath hay wisps, 
Pounces on clover clumps, 
Freezes at each whisper 
Through the grass. 


I strain to catch 

Some particle of evening 

In my teeth; I freeze 

At each half-realized image, 
Mistaking it for prey. 


My anxiety sharpens 

At smell of new-mown hay: 
Sunset's crimson statement-- 
Too fleeting, too oblique-- 
Will not fuel metaphor. 


Lavender thews slacken; 


Quiet ingests failing light 
As, weary, I turn back. 
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Living Legend 


The edges of his memory curl 
Like yellowed autumn; in the study 
Leather upholstery cracks, 
Clenched knuckles bleed bone. 
Ash in the fireplace 

Showers to the hearth, 
Splintering a remembered world. 
Mothers confront their children 
With the days they will seek; 
Half-remembered faces drift 
Through the French windows 

As he stares into the mirror, 
Anxious for the husk of his fame. 
In dappled light hollyhocks 
Laugh at presumption, while 
The white cat dozes, unprepared 
To scratch for greatness. His wife 
Calls to him to put out the trash 
And wrestle with caterpillars 
While the holstein, snagged at 
The rim of the sky, strokes its neck 
And crows mock from the elms. 
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Pine Street Dealer 


My man's with his mates; 
‘Sgot the street scoped: 
Eyes slide like beads on 
Abacus--but real casual-- 
Sweeping the crowd for 
Customers/fuzz. To one 
He flicks a nickel bag, 
Politico's hand scooting 
Bills to his roll: 

Fine livin' this weather. 
Over in Trinity churchyard 
Headstones share sun with 
Dopesters; heads flake like 
Old limestone when shit's 
Good. My man's always is: 
‘Sgot a rep to think of an 
Account exec would envy-- 
No bad paper, no losers, 
Only a stock guaranteed 
To be poised for growth. 


24 


Tattooed Man 


The sun-dried man threads 

Through the muddle of the Last Chance 
Flea Market--tumbled pots, 

Lost needs, relinquished dreams; 

Head straight on, eyes flick left, 

Then right, never break his stride. 

A cheap Confederate cap, crushed flat 
On his head, sets off over-large ears, 
Patchy stubble, wispy goatee; tattoo 

On his upper arm loves mother, wife-- 
Possibly some half-forgotten waitress 

In some defeated town: flea-market man, 
Swigging beer to bluegrass in smoky 
Half light, pushing congealed grits 
Around dawn-gray plates, scuffing down 
Aisles of tables piled with time 

Into the nowhere he scans-- 

Where hope is cast reluctantly away. 
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Village Carnival 


Late afternoun: sky-shearing sunlight 
Etches Barrow Street's brick facades, 
Cuts old clapboard into high relief, 
Chisels angled light in stucco. 
Summer-softened blacktop captures 
Ghost prints of feet as they hurry 
Along Bleecker to Our Lady of Pompeii's 
Carnival. Storefronts cluttered 

With talismans spill Tarot readers 

Onto the sidewalk, lure passersby. 
Within the taffy tangle uf bodies 

Young blouds swagger past 

Games of chance and grilling sausage, 
Their hair black tendrils, 

Eyes brooding, stomachs ridged quartz, 
Vuices spiced with earthy Caravaggio. 
Desire mingles viscous scents 

In thronged passageways; want, 

An assertive shiver, hangs in the air. 


26 


Village Watcher: St. Vincent's Hospital 


The drip. . . drip of the I-V, cold ache 

In the vein, is the only flicker in the 

Aseptic room. Slow camera pan reveals 
Blood (dried to rust) on the coverlet, 

French toast the texture of cellulose 
(Half-moon nibbled), and The Village, 
Visible through the magic-lantern window. 
Early morning light catwalks 

Along Greenwich Street, incises townhouses 
And enervated factories to pop-up toys 
Against the Hudson and distant Hoboken. 
Down West Eleventh trees, dwarfed to bonsai 
At this height, breach architectural angles; 
Dotted through The Village they canopy 
Like cafe umbrellas in the narrow streets. 
Old piers peer seaward for cargoes 

Which never dock; shadows distill images. 
I feel displaced: from a participant 

Have become a watcher, walled off by glass 
And tubing, can only project my image 
Upon the scene, can only graft onto it 

My most tangled, fevered fantasies. 


Z! 


Presence 


Sometime, at a gathering of friends, 
When gossip turns to conversation--to 
Some concern of men or art-- 

And rumination strikes the moment, 
He will be present again among us. 
Again those enquiring eyes 

Will rest on each in turn; his smile 
Will embrace each, guileless with 
Confidence of one who knows himself-- 
Secure, loving, tolerant to a fault. 

His head, cocked, may imply an ironic 
View of self-important wisdom one 
Of us has essayed, but the timbre 

Of his voice will intimate to the selves 
We aspire to be of love freely given, 
Of November's grief assuaged by 
April's miracle, and of hope 

That we may be again one company 
Where friendship cannot fade. 
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Anthem of Love and Hope 


Of him I love, I heard that he was dead; 

I dreamed I went where they had buried him 
To find that every place had come to be 

A mourning place for him I love. 

"At the last,” he called to me, "let me be 
Lifted tenderly from the clasp of pain; 

Freed from my illness-prison's doors 

Let me glide silently forth into peace." 


Refrain 


I too have roamed the night for love; 


I too have felt the need which brought you pain. 


How could I, your brother, turn from you? 
I hold you, forever young 

In memory, singing no sad 

Goodbye but celebrating love. 


City of orgies, city of walks and joys, 
Neither your shifting scenes nor spectacles 
Can ease my loss--only the memory 

Of the swift flash of eyes offering love. 

To those who are or ever have been young 

I celebrate the love of comrades: boys 
Together clinging, eating, drinking, sleeping, 
Loving, no law but their selves obeying. 


Refrain 
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I do not see that I can do much good 

For these sad, youthful victims’ suffering-- 

Naked, pale, feeble, with their glazed young eyes-- 
And yet I know I cannot turn from them. 

And to the hopeless--faint, alone, dreading 

What is beyond--I share your fear: 

What matters is that we have loved. 


Refrain 


Adapted from Walt Whitman, with additional original lyrics. 
Music by Dean X. Johnson, © 1984. 
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II. at an exhibition 


Museum Monday 


Diction articulates its author's 

Youth: lean, lucid, and unpitying. 

In the museums and galleries, the 
Treasures attend themselves. 
Lute-strung air shimmers; the day defies 
Superlatives (a carter's red shirt 

Ingests the air). Madison Avenue 

Faces so dazzle that they'll not 

Labor before forty to survive; if 

Shrewd, they'll finesse a natural. 


Hot rods merchandise on the Met's 
Great graygold steps, scratching 

For johns (slim pickings--still, 

More lucrative than algebra). The 
Women with acute faces (tea, toast, 
Cantaloupe, and cottage cheese days) 
Scavenge light, setting off 

The boys' scrubbed-face freshness. 


A pekinese parades her mistress 
Through endless hours of bitchery 

And chic openings. The homeless man's 
Bag provides a perch, the sun content 
In which to doze: dreams measured 
Out in eddies of oblivion suspend 

The hours of cold and pain, the 
Stomach's unrelieved kettle drum. 


Motives compromised and rationalized 
Nurture exploitation, day's golden 
Motive sets off brass in everything 

But the young author's prose: gold 
Like September, as voracious for life. 
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"Chair and Shirt" 
(after David Hockney) 


Where early flat sunlight 
Strikes its folds, the shirt 
Shrivels into itself, emits 

The faded warmth of flesh; 
One sleeve drapes full, as if 
Your hand might reach from it; 
But hint of form dissipates 

In its shadowed blues. 


Discarded where you left it 

The shirt appears withered, 
Wanting shoulders to animate it. 
Shadowed blues sour joy and wit 
Its bright colors had once conjured-- 
Of two together riding waters 
Which lifted, buoyed us 

Toward each other. 


Now no longer: in memory you fade-- 


Shadows distance, sever us. 
I lift your shirt; its colors blur. 
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Edward Hopper 


His people appear diminished by 

An avalanche of days, encroached on, 
Suffocated, by stark shadow, 

Isolated by knife-edged light, 
Embalmed in garish-bright air 

In claustrophobic rooms, 

Walled away even from those 

Who share their beds, 

Their lonely dawn vigils 


Endured at windows gaping on lacunae: 


Roads swallowed by hostile dark 
In the middle distance, 
Whitewashed coffee shops 

Alien in phosphorescent light-- 
Way stations without hospitality 
Where coffee's served 

With slices of self-pity 

Beneath ominously ticking clocks. 
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Performance: Turner's Screen 


Roughing up suited me--liked my love rough 
As well: fingernails bloodying my back! 

I was damned good: quiet/efficient. Fit in, 
Ever the organization man--"my son"-- 

But my man too! Knew who and what I was. 
At all times under full control. It came 
Unraveled, though I'd acted for the firm: 
Killing him seemed my only choice--swaying, 
Staggered with pain. I took the fade. 

... Can't seem to get the handle here. 
Turner's tough as I've known, though I'd 
Master him--if I could focus these images. 


Coveting privacy, heightening allure, 
Recluse in my managed, tricked-out world, 
Guardian / magus in my batard harem, 
Potentate recumbant in rococo. 

No one may enter who'll not take part 
In the sensate theatrical, embrace my 
Self-love-making, twinning androgyny. 
He intruded, blundered into my web, 
Must be made subject to my rule. 
Behind my screen I'll wheedle, I'll entice; 
Psilocybin will alter his resolve, 

Break his resistance--merge our wills. 
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Turner's screen masks strategy of wills; 
Yet a subconscious, suppressed empathy 
Attracts the two wary combatants, as if 
A membranous screen between twinned cells 
Allowed essence, substance of character, 
To flow toward the dominant. Chaz's 
Distinctive macho persona is sapped, 
The organization man's illusion 

Of control, once vested in the mob, 
Yields to Turner as to a truer self, 

Drawn by degrees to psychic identity. 
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David Hockney 


Each perspective a living focus 
Moving through living space. 
Look listeningly; hear yourself. 
Paving slates slick with rain 
Snag fossils of perception, 
Refractions of an aftering sun. 
A Cubist icon--the ideogram, 
Echo of the unsought: 

Naked voyager/seeker, akimbo, 
Flattened against glazed panes, 
His panicked solitude taut 
Along his buttocks' ridge. 


Each artist a vanishing point 
In motion, a confluence. 
Don't think: "I can't find it"; 
Truth is the subject's search. 
Sounding the sun-spilt ocean 
Pacific porpoises cavort; 

In sun-spilt pools boys surface 
Flaunting wet-sleeked backs. 
The beauty of surface itself, 
The film of motion's double, 
Of the heaven that's here-- 
The shimmering thin film. 
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If art isn't playful it's nothing: 

The artist cavorting through space. 
Ennui, troubling tea leaves, 
Muddies vision so ceramically bright 
Wits ache at its refractions. 

Spiders weave interstices; 

Men weave and unweave affinities, 
Anxious with aspiration, 
Half-glimpsed shards of vision, 
Too restless to be satisfied-- 

To be merely subsumed-- 

Within the wetness of water. 
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"Nature Morte a la Bougie" 
(after Picasso) 


Pour me a cup of that Cubist coffee, 

Tart dark mother of morning solace, 

Thick black stream roiled like reverie; 

Funnel it into a tall white mug cool 

In the cool of a gray-white dawn, 

Lip tilted toward me--inviting--to help 

Lift the murk from my muddled thought. 

And, while you're up, you might peel me that orange 
So orange that it pulses off the canvas 

Beside an articulated pot 

As a candle emits a last, spent wisp 

In the flat gray plane from its just-snuffed wick. 
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Beggar's Banquet 


There is no inkling, no premonition: 

The sudden implosion which buries order 
Proves calculation preposterous; 
Decorum shatters in a monstrous grip, 
The pincered vitality of reflex. 

No intuition can more than guess 

Man's penchant for the flash of 

Brutish grace. In Bunuel's Viridiana 

A blind man-child leads where propriety 
Trails a tattered sleeve's reproof, 
Impotent before reflexive emanations 
From earth's persistent poor. Molten lava 
Spews, demolishes bourgeois timidity, 
Sweeps away restraint, flattens all 

Before it in counterpoint to Handel's 


Ordering hymn: beggar's banquet, leitmotif, 


Collapsing fragile walls of inhibition, 
Flooding the dusty sanctuary with life, 
Shouldering gods from cracked pedestals. 


41 


Back of Bill Burroughs' Head 


The minute hand thrusts into the eye, 
Lodges in the forebrain; the present 

Is snatched in ever more voracious gulps, 
The past shreds images to tatters, 

As time diminishes in contracting waves. 
Ancient interment, totemic burial mound, 
Rough with tangles of vision 

Swept into a net laid to catch mystery 

Off heat-pulsing Indian lands, 

Battle hill fertile with heroes’ blood, 
Wreathed in patches of cloud, 

Relics of old wisdom, drop cloths 

Strewn to catch the artist's pigment, 
Hillock on which Bosch-like figures creep, 
Slowed by downers or, prodded by uppers, 
Buck and leap, fretting The Deuce: 
Never-young boys through you conjure 

A nightmarish subterranean world-- 
Crushing the brains of obstructionists, 
Parading black queens through the streets, 
Spilling a savage sweetness in the air. 
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Valentuomo 


Might I barge in, pry open the seal of unlikeness, 
And spill into you thirty seconds or a minute 
Of a bin-sorted, thrift-store slice of used life? 


In the streets of effrontery, 

Skating under a graffitied arch, 

One is steeled to move elegantly, 

Asserting one's tenuous dignity 

Like a third percussionist: 

Square shouldered before the ludicrousness 
Of striking sound from what might, instead, 
Have been ground to yield a heady brew. 


Valentuomo I'm not, but one who 

Strikes and strikes to spark off flint: 

More firefly than fire breather, 

Having neither daring nor pith 

To tilt genius nature on its axis-- 

Unlike bullying Caravaggio, rousting, 
Inflaming angels with dirty feet, 

Reigniting truth in a supple shoulder 

To immolate the warehouse of the past, 
Pummel abstraction with the weight of flesh. 


No, I can only thumb a dent or two out of my tin cup, 
Give it a brush on frayed wit, and jig 
To catch a knot of gapers--won't you have a look? 
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III. landscapes 


Pelican Panache 


Mounting gusts of a gathering front 
The pelicans airfoil the brisk tilt 

As if to quell its briskness 

In scudding arcs, to ramble aloof, 
Even heedless of, its humid pulse; 


Yet they are intent, riveted, 

Striding air they subjugate 

To their veer and skate: 

When light and water glaze, 

Lulled by their proprietary sweeps-- 
When their aloofness appears to be 
Farthest from purpose--they abort, 
Plummeting through the light chop 
For cold flesh; then, without panache, 
They bob in the wash, recharge 

To crest the congealing storm, 

Seek harbor from tropical pelt, 


Then reemerge astride the scoured sun. 


Along piers, atop rimed pilings, 
They thrust and parry in dwindling 
Day, shift perches by sidling stiff 
Crossdrafts, carom and heel and fall 
To feed again, mastering the bay 
With ungainly aspiration. 
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Equinox 


Spring's song bleeds into the iris 
Like bright dye through newsprint. 
[ck-clack-click blackbird croaks, 
Clearing his throat of phlegm after 
Night haunt: dawnlight white noise. 


Sunny lemon gels buoy season's 
Ariel spirits, Southampton whites 
Drape lithe, winter-pale figures, 
Liquid in a green zone, limbering, 
Stretching sleet-smudged nerves, 
Swallowing the sun to dance it, 

To conjure equinox through ecstacy. 


The blackbird's breast swells 
But ick-clack-click 

Prompts no rou-cou, 

No rou-cou-cou; 

Caught breath, iced clarity, 
Echoes in the after-ear. 


Boys pair girls in sinewy lifts, 
Cavort with breathless joy; 
Warmth musters, evokes spring; 
Arabesques conjure the sun season: 
Lithe lords and ladies hold court 
To dance communion in spun gold. 


Birdsong surmounts the dawn, 
Dissolves dust, distills light; 
Spring lifts its offered anthem 
To the attic ambler who watches, 
Bemused, as fingers flutter-- 
Tentative, uncertain-in the air. 
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Arc Flight 


The pigeon arcs, skitters on air, 
Darts, plunges--then plumbs 
Death--suddenness of glass, 
Refraction of green: bravura 
Shattered in an aureole. 


The old man skates arcs 
Beneath golden Prometheus, 
Whose outstretched arms exalt 
The strike and heel of blades 
Across ice flecked with memory. 


An old moon's blood illumines 
The arc of pigeon flight-- 
Defiant, feathering air, 
Unchecked by forethought-- 
And the force of its implosion. 


Sweeps of motion skate beneath 
The moon, soar through air 
Roiled by old men's dreams-- 

Old men must dream, must skate, 
To quell the dull quotidian. 


The stubbed toe shivers an arc's 
Still center. Death diminishes-- 
The fallen bird impoverishes-- 
But moreso should flight fail 

In us for fear or timidity. 
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Lightlife 


Headlights glaze off rain-slick 
Surfaces, wrap metal, etch aureoles 
Around the heads of passersby, 
Bend to stroke slinking dogs, 
Slither along pavement, over 
Cobblestones, bubble in shopfronts, 
Caress the cowled face, 

Glance off pavement puddles, 
Mirror in angled surfaces 
Juxtaposed, fused, in lightlife. 


And should the plug which holds life 
Become dislodged, though cityscape 
Surfaces in which light plays 

Would drain to oblivion, 

Light would recreate its playground 
Even in the abyss. 
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East Mountain 


About the yellowed dark 
of East Mountain, 

the density of its stillness, 
nothing alters-- 

nor in black cloud draped 
across the moon which, 
crooked over the crest 

of the mountain, polices 
its stillness, attends it, 
floods its phantom light 
across the valley, 

force which only fancy 
can catch, not ear-- 
though more insistent than 
a million horns, 

a thousand anthems-- 

its encroachment 

on the silent watcher. 
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Lake Paran 


The mountains come down 
to slake themselves at its lip; 
deer roam in the hills. 


Kids scratch at the shore 
shaping dreams with their hands, deer 
thirst in the meadows. 


The lifeguard stretches 
in the sun, his idle thought 
unclouded by deer. 
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Aftermath 


In the failing light 
sparrows cavort; flowers spill 
pale purple odors, 


leaves turn to their tasks; 
dappled light deftly brushes 
cool, shower-damp air. 


Bird song illumines 
a mood--open, receptive-- 
as small trees persist; 


as song disperses 
doubt shadows the tapestry, 
dissipates vision. 
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Wells Cathedral 


The air of English tea-time: 
Across the spilt-paint lawn 

The cathedral screen buckles into 
Buttress light. [ce cream parlor 
Chairs, sparrow perches, watch 
As an age’s faith and fervor 
Crumble stone motes into May. 


As figures in the screen flake 

Into afternoon, rubbed-brass light 
Scours sense; landscape coalesces 
In the luminosity of egg tempera. 
Sparrow flight cracks the sky; 
Albumen trickles leaves and lawn 
As birds frisbee inebriate arcs. 


Shad ows cast by the cathedral 
Etch us, figures in the landscape: 
You turn your head; content plays 
In your profile, over your lips; 
Silence shapes the hour in its 
Voice as shadows dapple breeze, 
Thread needles of light with calm. 
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Idea of Sunday 


Condescension checks feeling; 
Saturday night phlegm clogs thought; 
Stacks of Blue Plate Special service 
Accordion the sky, flush complacency. 
Fugitives from a Francis Bacon canvas 
Writ.he, contorted ochres, along a gully; 
De Chirico heads, Giacometti bodies, 
Elude Venus de Milo arms. 

Violated cars' shrieks detonate edgy 
Sunday, gorging on oppressive bells; 
A saurian eye, unblinking 

At the prospect's focus, sears. 


The plates continue their decline, 
Scudding north by northeast; at their 
Radii a pale sun arcs from gray broth. 
Above the Venus pincers, cotton clouds 
Muffle alarming clarity; a forearm, 

Tied to a nerve-agitated tongue, flexes, 
Stretching for fire, risks immolation; 
Venus pincers flit while every other 
Reflex atrophies in cold clay swales. 
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Commute 


1 


Morning, a night nurse drowsing at a bus stop, 
Fumbles dully with the windowshade of day. 
Cyclists tangle while a guitarist 

Springs forward on the balls of his feet. 
Taillights braid in off-ramps, sun burns through 
The trance of dawn, and small boats lift 

In bay swell as the guitarist bounds forward. 
Conjure day end's solace as you combat traffic: 
Four reflective hours in a slow, rich dusk. 

Sun speeds its metronome to quicken life. 
People shimmer, showers in the texture; 

Birds crescent in jet-jetting flash as 

The guitarist stumbles in mid-stride, 

Night nurse draws a comforter over heavy lids. 


2 


Fishermen's outlines move against the glare; 
Pelicans, stolid with daring, drift in updrafts 
Off the bridge piers; shadows skirt sawgrass, 
Edgy light brushes the rim of the bay. 

A dirigible composes the glassene sea 

As parasailers, drunken frat boys, bob in air. 
Chrome yellow shears off the impasto surface, 
Gambols down spray-capped powerslides, 
Then ricochets into the sky's extravagance. 
Cranes soar, arthritic, into sunsplay; 

Gulls weave mad dare, cross-hatching wind. 
The blimp hovers as the gulls sweep arcs 

Of widening contrivance, like bellicose boars 
Through jungles the color of cockatoos. 
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Sensation 


"the leaping fish with hearts 
compact and cold as lemons" 
--Nicholas Christopher 


the way sunlight incises 

clean lines across a wall, 
geometries that have 

an edge of the inevitable; 

the way men assert biases 

as logically indisputable; 

the way trout hold tranquility 
in a bouldered stream. 
leafflake, particulate splashes 
of sun, turn earth April, 
plunge to its pith; warmth 
combusts seed, new-stitched 
quilt only estimable by wit. 
squirrels romp on summer lawns, 
nose among autumn leaves, 
carpets of caught light: 
shell-blush salmons, lemons 
in hoarfrost sun spill 

crystal; sky darkens, 

shrouds sparks within mountains. 
fleeting demarcations startle; 
shadow-notes sequester hints. 
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Buffeted Beach 


(Georgetown, Maine) 


Half-star prints score the beach: 
Hermit crab sinkholes percolate 
As each wave slicks the swale. 
Loose-brushed cloud strokes 
Scud acruss tart, brined air 

‘Tu gather starstrew, weathered 
Light flakes--adumbrated 

Half stars, backwater moontracks. 
Gritty with purpose, seafoam 
‘Tentacles groupe for purchase as 
Have always will; crystal 
Ingests the strand's rent cape. 
Ducks flock in summoning air, 
Youny athletes tu field, 

As buvys spill on stiff shear; 
Weathered fir clutch root-holds, 
Racking rock to feed, and sport 
Foul seasons in crabbed branches. 
Day's scarf flaps, is torn away, 
Seagull breath in stiff swell; 
Least terns bent into the buffet-- 
Half star half star half star-- 
Dissolve before in-running tide. 
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Struggle 


The focus of struggle narrows, 
Stragylers drop out of the parade; 
Leaves fly colors of capitulation. 

The cold prods life, even as it 

Shuts it down. Brightness tangles 
With gray bluster. Within the 
Mottled pattern two shells strain 

For a marker: some distant goal, 
Some future sprint foreseen, 

Bows supple backs to the pull. 
Clouds wrestle sun for pride of place; 
The sun struggles, tired and impaled, 
Splashing the river when it can 
Break free. But clouds prevail, 

Sinewy with October, walling it 

In aroofless prison, while tugs, 
Dumb tv the strugyle, butt barges 
Around the river and birds, 

In autumn's last warmth, flock 

For flight to more benign air. 
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Rude Heat 


Rude heat shoulders September 
Aside. Dank air beads bodies; 

The Village sheds its clothes 

To one last summer siege. 

Onto the river's full plate 

The sun melts a rust yellow 
Reduction of afternoons 

Strained through gauze. 

The lady in the harbor, 

Smothered in scaffolding, 

Scans the sodden air. 

An egret, small submersible, 
Swivels his periscope over 
Sunscored chop; summer hoarders 
Store last rays against winter; 
Buttery points of light 

Enrich the full-term harvest. 
Along Hudson Street, where it 
Deflects traffic, vans glance 

Off Abingdon Square toward Chelsea, 
Old St. Luke's, rising from its 
Ashes, left behind. Derelict 
Buildings whisper joys and sorrows, 
Paled by a hundred Septembers, 
Once as palpable as humidity 
Smothering a sunset's fire. 
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Southern Nights 


"like a pagoda designed on mescaline’ 
--Nicholas Christopher 


It congeals like thunderheads in July, 

Piles upon itself: fog of southern nights, 
Clotted cloister enveloping asphalt, 
Muddling its median, a driver's face 
Tense with strain of speed, fear of slowing, 
Unable to overtake the claustrophobic 
Thump. .. kathump the density of phlegm 
At the periphery of vision and thought. 


The face in the mirror grows alien 
Fused to thrust, alert with black acid, 
Tunneling through southern nights 
Toward open-faced crossroads 

Sour with oil, littered with treadpeel, 
Into towns in which life has atrophied 
Shrouded in the down-shift murk. 
Rutted roads dwindle into the past; 
Pickups stare from pennant-decked lots. 


From stands of pine truck stops loom 
Grocery bright. Country kids, restless 

For fantasized lives, tease pinball games 
To rhythms of desperation, 4 a.m. dreams 
of flight: New Orleans, hope of every 
Stifled small-town life. In nerve-pick 
Delta heat truckers' blasts, shrilled 

As they roll alongside, cry freedom 
Truckers only dream in fitful reveries 

In mustard fogs of southern nights. 
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The Deuce 


Pinball Pocahontas feed me! 
Firebreasts spill clanging- 
bright staccato songs, 

blink instants’ ecstacy. 
Street wrap me in your 
speed-freak platitudes, 

fill my head with lurid 
violence, karate morals; 
shriek to the stone fist 

of my heart. Snatch 
children whores and pimps, 
stir them in head-nodding, 
pickpocket mix, rifle 

their souls for your next 

fix, trading them passion 
hour's fame a year or two; 
then bag what's left 

and cart it with the dust 
down your fractured dreams 
where bolts, with jars, 

work loose: forty-deuce. 
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east side, west side 


brown brogues, black boots 
out-of-work vaudeville team, 
two (pairs of ) aging hoofers 
rest, silently observing 

from a barroom shelf--as if 
anything here could add a jot 
to experience that saunters 

in memory, shapes visions, 
weaves them through smoky air 
( strolling lanes or tramping 
hills long left behind, not 
lost)--yet alert, from habit, 

to every beer-pungent turn. 


ravages of time 

black wig defiant 

on yellowed white: bravura 
to blunt mockery. 


mercedes garage 

never to suffer the indignity 

of fools; like one's owner 

to live apart, insulated from 
the jostle of streets; to 

venture out only on occasion, 
always returning to this haven; 
in close quarters to crowd only 
with one's kind: warmed in winter 
sheltered from summer, 

one's sense of worth 

bolstered by being garaged 
between madison and park. 


figure in high window 

the distant person 

seems alluring whose life may 
be the dryest prose. 


stance 

your standard-issue beer belter: 
mulled gray-blonde curls, 
wind-tangled, spill 

over Opaque green eyes; 
city-cool survivor 

slouches on a subway bench, 
belly full of cynicism, 

armed with contempt, 

adrift, goalless beyond goal, 
indifferent to wherever, 
whatever, tonight's breeze 
may chance to toss him. 
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Haystacks 


"Que llevas, oh negro joven, 
mezclado con tu sangre?" 
--Garcia Lorca 


The bougainvillea darts crimson tongues 
Against crumbling stucco: Lindner lips-- 
Blood-full beneath veiled eyes, vulnerable 
Chalk-white cheeks--brush flaking flesh. 
Disengage here. Gravity-welded, 

The biker becomes his machine: Zen minorpiece. 
Bougainvillea tongues, whisper your 

Sibylline wisdom on the sultry air. 


Quare tristis es, anima mea, et quare conturbas me? 


"Llevo el agua de los mares": Starke's 
Strapping black halfback sweats against 
7-Eleven's brick and asphalt in afterglow 
Of autumn sprints--of futile fingers’ 
Brush along elusive flesh-- 
Acknowledges the "hey dude," high five 
Of a former teammate--a bonding nod-- 
Where small-town time oozes vaporous. 


Quare tristis incedo, dum affligit me inimicus? 


Bob-white calls from the poplars; a golf 

Ball spills elastic guts; sun shivers 

Snake swimming pools like New Hampshire 
Being requisitioned by telephone. 

A pomegranate's tart blood trickles 

Across torn flesh. Beneath the poplars 
Life--ebony feathering in gentle rain. 


Haec commixtio. . . fiat accipientibus nobis. 
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Monet's brick red haystacks explode fiery 
In the plein air autumn afternoon. A bridge 
Out of a straw-hat-circuit Mikado 

Threads its rainbow through a surreal 
Colorscape. From chalk-dawn mists 
Greens and lavenders discover themselves, 
Deepening to distillates of bougainvillea 

In blush-quickening morning chill. 


Et clamor meus ad te veniat. 


Exodus 


"Where will we go when they send us 
away from here?" --David Ferry 


Dew, distilled to crystal in clear 
October night, strews a carpet 

Of caught light: peaches, lemons 
Spill across fairways; in early sun 
Vision shimmers in liquid frost. 
Delectable yellows and oranges pile 
October's trencher. The sun fires 
Vermilions so vivid we cry out, 
Even as we devour them, wishing 
(Frustrated at our futility) 

To conserve, yet taste them 

On our tongues. At the porte-cochere 
An absurd pumpkin thinks to subsume 
Essential orange. Leaves redolent 
Of humus track night-chilled floors. 
Day's clarity wrestles falling colors; 
Golds go down to weave the carpet 
of archaeology even as glancing sun 
Sears them on our eyes; light pours 
At our backs, jostles memories, 
Then shrouds itself in the mountain. 
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Strata 


In the land of the sturgeon 

The wind lay down listening; 

sleet whipped leaves to fire-froth 
rainslick surfaces hummed November 
and cacophony fled to the suburbs. 
From city tenements blues oozed 
and hovered in the night, 

sobs of the lost rippled 

surfaces of sturgeon pools-- 
rippled, and chilled the land. 

But deep in strata of loam 
dewdrops tuned pipes for spring 
incubating to breathe warmth 

into a city longing for harmony. 
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Philadelphia Inquiry 


Winter oozes, platinum gray, 
Across the palette. [ce skin's 
Tyranny locks flow. Air shears, 
Death of a thousand cuts. 

Earth heaves and bucks to toss 
Back its thaw-pocked coverlet, 
Coax sunlight to blot up damp: 
It rolls shoulders, lifts knees, 
Flails calves, suffers chilblains 
For its effrontery. Sullied snow 
Rings shrubs, slurs the geometry 
of streets. Soilskin peels 

Like paper birch sleet-sliced. 
February tunes earth to its whim, 
Dictates arbitrary terms, 
Invades crevices of hope. 
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The Hudson at Lansingburgh 


Words we would cull and pare 

To burnish winter days along the river 

Are, like the gray hours themselves, 

Too weighted by snowclots or too fragmented-- 
Like light spilt in puddled slush-- 

To render such subtleties of color. 

At dusk, west from Troy along the Hudson, 
Steel, tipped with old rose as in 

A period etching, leaches to silver-white 
Infused, in clipped moments of twilight, 
With the stillness of a Corot landscape: 
Bare branches cowl tranquil pools 

To shield their stone-blue cold 

Against the stridency of time. 
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Hyde Park: 5:30 A.M. 


Light--bullying mean--sieves through 
Layers of fog batting: spring urges 

Its prerogative to shake life 

By its scruff at this untoward hour. 
Embarrassed at shelved thoughts 

Of a quiet rollover, dog walkers, 
Brought to heel by their bluebloods, 
Frowze in The Serpentine’s mist, 

Pale Isabel Bishop transparencies 
Only just unearthing civility should 
Fellow feeling dare morning cheer. 
Avenues of horse chestnuts hoist 
Their candelabra--ivory variant-- 

Into green-on-green-layered distance. 
Wrestled from sleep by traveler's warp 
And drapery-skirting light, I stuff into 
Jogging shorts whose ties and straps 
Seem foreign as all else this hour 

And place. To sleep (there's the rub) 
Seems sacrilege with days so few; 
Besides, I can't--so off to Hyde Park 

To lead-foot it with dog lovers, 

Ducks, and geese, to shake and tumble 
My fusty head in the angled air 

Now lilting through the chestnuts’ 
Display. Plucking wobbly ankles 

From the mist I pick out ahead, 
Sprouting like string-strewn seed, 

The Horse Guards riding from barracks, 
Hoofbeats muffled in the soft earth. 
Where they come they draw back 

The carpet of fog, their forms 

Etching depth-cast outlines in 
Shredding, drifting mist. Chestnut 
Bloom springs sharp now in full sun, 
As if to light a Royal Progress 

(Where only a lone alien jogs), and 
Muffled hoofbeats flare upon my pulse. 
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